&ENVOI                            S3

One mask and then another drops.
And thou art secret as before :

Sometimes with flooded ear I list,

And hear thee, wondrous organist.
From mighty continental stops
A thunder of new tnusic pour;
Through pipes of earth and air and stone
Thy inspiration deep is blown;
Through mountains, forests, open downs,
Lakes, railroads, prairies, states, and towns,
Thy gathering fugue goes rolling on
From Maine to utmost Oregon;
The factory-wheels in cadence hum,
From brawling parties concords come ;
All this I hear, or seem to hear,
But when, enchanted, I draw near
To mate with words the various theme,
Life seems a whiff of kitchen steam,
History an organ-grinder's thrum,

For thou hast slipt from it and me
And all thine organ-pipes left dumb,

Most mutable Perversity!

Not weary yet, I still must seek,
And hope for luck next day, next week;
I go to see the great man ride,
Shiplike, the swelling human tide
That floods to bear him into port,
Trophied from Senatorial! and Court;
Thy magnetism, I feel it there,
Thy rhythmic presence fleet and rare*,
Making the Mob a moment fine
With glimpses of their own Divine,